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Scoria Tertia . 


Enter France, Dolphin, Pandulpbo, Attendants. 


On, 


Fra. So by a roaming Tcmpeft on the flood, , 

A whole Artnado ofconuiifted faile 
Is fcattered and dif-ioytyd from fellowfliip- 

Pand. Courage and cprqfort,all fliall yet goc well*- 
Fra. What can goc yy$j£whcn we hauc runne fo ill ? 
Are we not beaten f hot Anglers loft ? 

Arthur tane prifoncr? diuers dccrc friends flainc ? 

And bloufly England into England gone, 

Ore-bearing interruption fpightof. France} 

T)ol. What he hath won, that hath he fortified : 

So hot a (peed, with fuch aduice difpos’d, 

Such temperate order iq fo fierce a caufe, 

Doth want example: who hath read,or heard 
Ofanykindred-aiTionlikc to this? 

Fra. Well couldI bearc that England lud thispraife, 
So vre could finde lomcpatternc ofour fhame: 

Enter finjlance. 

Looke'who comes hccre ? a grauc vnto a foule, 

Holding th'etcrnall fp\rit againft her will, 

In the vilde prifon of affliifted breath: 

Iprethce Lady goc away with me. 

Can. Loi nowaiow fee the ifliic of your peace. 

Fra. Patience good Lady,comfort gentle Conjlance. 
Con. No,Idcfieall Counfell, all redrefle. 

But that which ends all counfcll, true Redrefle: 

Death, death, O amiable, loucly death , 

Thou odoriferous ftencll •• found rottennefle, 

Arife forth from the couch of lafting night, 

Thou hate and terror toprofperitie, 

And I will kifle thy detcflible bones, • 

And put my eye-balls in thy vaultie browes, 

And ring thefc fingers with thy houfliold wormes, 

And flop this gsp of breath with fullomc duft, 

And be a Carrion Monflcrlike thyfclfe; 

Come,grin on me, and I will thinkc thou fmU’ft* 

And bufife thee as thy wife: Mifcries Loue, 

O come to me. 

Fra. O faire afflitftion, peace. 

Con. No,no, I will not, hauing breath to cry: 

O that my tongue were in the thunders mouth, 

Then with a pafllon would I (hake the world, 

And rowzc from fleepc that fell Anatomy 
Which cannot hcare a Ladies feeble voyce. 

Which fcornes a mpdcrnelmjocation. 

Pand. Lady.you Ytter madnefle,and not forrow. 

Con. Thou art holy tobeiyemefo, 

I am not mad : this haire I tcarc is mine, 

My name is Conftance, I was Geffrejes wife, 

Yong Arthur is my fonne, and he is loft: 

I am not mad, I would to heauen I were. 

For then’tis like I fliould forget my felfe: 

O, if I could, what griefs fhould I forget ? 

Preach fotnc Philofophy to make me mad. 

And thou (halt beCanoniz’d(Cardinall.) 

For, being not road, but fenfible of greefe, 
Myrcafonable part produces rcafon 
How I may be dcliucr’d of thefc woes. 

And teaches mec to kill or hang my felfe; 

If I weremad,! fliould forget my fonne. 


Or madly thinkc a babe of elowes werehe^ ' 
I am not mad: too well, too well I feelc , 

The different plague of each calaroitie. 

Fra. Binde vp thole treflea: O what loue r 
In the faire multitude of thofe her haires • 1 ° 0te 

Where but by chance a filuer drop hath fa) ne 
Euen to that drop tenthoufand wiery fiends * 

Doe glew themfelues in fociable griefe. 

Like true, infeparable, faithfull loues, * 

Sticking together in calamitie. 

Con. T o England, if you will. 

Fra. Binde vp your haires. 

Con. Yes that I will sand wherefore willTfU 1 
I tore them from their bonds, and cride aloud 
O, that thefe hands could fo redeeme my f onn * 

As they hauc giuen thefe hayres their libertie •** 

But now I enuie at their libertie, 

And will againc commit them to their bonds 
Becaufe my poorc childc is a prifoner. 

And Father Cardinal!, I haue heard you f*y 
That wc fhall fee and know our friends in heauen 
If that be true, I (hall fee my boy againe; 

For fince the birth of Caine, the firft male-childe 
To him that did but yefterday fufpire, 

There was not fuch a gracious creature borne: 

But now will Canker-forrow eaf my bud, 

And chafe the natiuc beauty from his chcekc 
And he will looke as hollow as a Ghoft, 

As dim and meager as an Agues fitte, 

And fo hee’ll dye: and riling fo againe. 

When I fhall meet him in the Court ofheauen 
I fhall not know him: therefore ncuer, ncuer 
Mufti behold my pretty t Arthur more. 

Pand. You hold too heynous a lefpeft of greefe. 
Confi. He talkes to me,that neuer had a fonne. 
Fra. Y ou are as fond of greefe, as of your childe. 
Con. Greefe fils the roome vp of my abfent childe: 
Lies in his bed,walkesvp and downc with me, 

Puts on his pretty lookes, repeats his words, 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts, 

Stuffcs out his vacant garments with his forme, 

T hen,haue I reafon to be fond of griefe? 
Fareyouwell: had you fuch a lofle as I, 

I could g iue better comfort then you doc. 

1 will not keepe this forme vpon my head, 

When there is fuch dilorder in my witte: 

O Lord, my boy, my Arthur, my faire fonne, 

My life, my ioy t my food, my all the world: 

My widow-comfort,and my forrowes cure. 

Fra. I feare fonne out-rage,and 11$ follow her. Exit, 
Del. There’s nothing in this world can make roe ioy, 
Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale, 

Vexing the dull eare of a dro w fie man; 

And bitter fhame hath fpoyl’d the fweet Words tsfte, 
That it yeelds nought but fhame and bitternefle. 

Pand. Before the curing ofa ftrong difeafe, 

Eucn in the inftanc of repairo and health, 

The fit is ftrongeft: Euils that take leaue 
On their departure,moft of all (hew euill: 

What haue you loft by lofing of this day ? 

Dol. AU daies ofglory,ioy,and happinefle. 

Pan. Ifyou had won it, certainely you had. 

No, no: when Fortune meanetto men moft good, 
Shee lookes Vpon them with a threatningevei 
Tis ftrange to thinke how much King Iobn hath loll 
In this which he accounts fo clearcly wonne: 


Exit, 
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-—, crieu d that Arthur is his prifoner i 

A ‘ C n / As heartily as he is glad he hath him. 

Yourmindeis all as youthfull as your blood. 

, ^areme fpeake with a propheticke fpirit: 

the breath of what I meanc to fpeakc, 

?|| Wow each dull, each ftraw, each little rub 
Si “ frhe oath which fhall direaly lead 

Out®* te £, EnglandsThrone. And thereforemarke: 
Kh feiz’d Arthur, and it cnnnotbc, 

' while* warmelile playes in that infants veines, 
f nhcd-lobn fliould entertaine an hourc, 

fMtJh’d with »n vnnily hand, 
u ft be as boy fteroufly maintain’d as gain d. 

S he that (lands vpon a flipp’ry place, 

Ekesniceofno vilde hold to flay him vp: 

That may Hand, then Arthur needs muft fall, 

c beit for it cannot be but fo. 

p,/ gut what fliall I gaine byyong Arthurs fall ? ' 
P 0 You,in the right of Lady 'Blanch your wife, 
w av then make all the claime that Arthur did. 

And loofe it, life and all,as Arthur did. 
f\n How green you are,and frefh in this old world? 
Mwlaycs you plots: the times ccnfpire with you, 

For he that ftccpcs his fafetie in true blood. 

Shall finde but bloodie fafety, and vtitruc. 

This Aft fo ctiilly borne (hall coole the hearts 
Of a il his people, and freeze vp their zeale. 

That none fo fmall aduantage fhall ftep forth 
To checke his reigne, but they will chcrifh it. 

No natural 1 exhalation in the skie, 

No fcopc ofNature, no diftemper’d day, 

Nocommon winde, no cuftomcd euent. 

But they will plucke away his naturall caufe, 

And call them Meteors, prodigies, and fignes, 

Abbortiues,prefaces, and tongues ofheauen. 
Plainly-denouncing vengeance vpon John. 

del. May be he will not touch yong Arthurs life, 

Bui hold himfelfc fafe in his prifomnent. 

Ten. O Sir, when he fhall hcare of your approach, 
ifthat yong Arthur be not gone alreadie, 

Euen at that pewes hedies :and then the hearts 
Ofallhis people fhall reuelt from him, 

Andkilfe the lippes ofvnacquaintcd change. 

Andpickc ftrong.matter ofreuolr, and wrath 
Out of the bloody fingers ends of John. 

Me thinkes I fee this hurley all on foot; 

AndO, what better matter breeds for you, 

Then I haue nam’d. The Baftard Falconbridge 
Isnow in England ranfacking the Church, 

Offending Charity: If but a dozen French 
Were there in Armes, they would be as a Call 
Totraine ten thoufand Englifh to their fide; 

Or,as a little fnow, tumbled about, 

Anon becomes a Mountaine. O noble Dolphine, 

Go with ne tothe King,’tis wonderful 1, 

What may be wrought out of cbeir difeontent. 

Now that their foules are topfulLof offence. 

For England go j I will whetorrthe King. 

Del. Strong reafonsmakes ftrange afiionsrlet vs go, 
Ifyou fay I, the King will not fay no. Exeunt. 

' ‘tvt stowii«ysida oT .''.Z 
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zAUus Quartus, Scana prima. 


Enter Hubert and Executioners. • 

Hub. Hcatc me thefe Irons hot, aad looke thou Hand 
Within the Arras : when I ftrike my foot 
Vpon the bofome of the ground, rufh forth 
And binde the boy, which you (hall finde with me 
Faft to the chaire: be heedfiill: hence,and watch, 

Sxec. I hope your warrant will bcare out the deed. 
Flub. Vncleanly fcruples feare not you: looke too’t. 
Yong Lad conic forth; I haue to fay with you. 

Enter Arthur. * 

Ar. Good morrow Hubert. 

Hub. Good morrow, little Prince, 

Ar . As little Prince, hauing fo great a Title 
To be more Prince, as may be: you arc fad. 

Hub . Indeed I haue been? merrier. j 

Art. 'Mercieonme: 

Me thinkes no body fhould be fad but I: 

Yet I remember, when I was in France, 

Yong Gentlemen would be as fad as night 
Oncly for wantonnefle ; by my Chriftendome P 
So I were out of prilon, and kept Sheepe 
I fliould be as merry as the day is long: 

And fo I would be heere, bur that I doubt 
My Vnckle pradtiles more harme to me : 

He is affraid of me, and I of him ; 

Is it my fault, that I was Geffrejes fonne ? 

No in deedeis’t not: and I would to heauen 
I were your fonne, foyou would loue me, Hubert: 

Hub. Ifltalketohim, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercie, which lies dead: 

Therefore I will be fodaine, and difpacch* 

Ar Arc you fickc Hubert? you looke pale to day, 
Infootb 1 would you were a little ficke, 

That I might lie all night,and watch with you. 

I warrant 1 loue you more then you do me. 

Hub. His words do take pofleflion of my bofome. 
Reade hccrcyong Arthnr . How now fooltfh rheume? 
Turning diipitious torture out of doore ? 

I muft be breefe, Icatt refolution drop 
Out at mine eyes, in tender womanifti teares. 

Can you not reade it ? Is it not faire writ ? 

Ar. Too fairely Hubert , for fo fouiceffedl:, 

Muft you with het I rons, burne out both mine eyes ? 
Hub. Yong Boy, I muft. 

Art. And will you? 

Hub. And I will. 

Art . Haue you the heart? When your head did but 
ake, 

I knit my hand.kercher about your browes 
(The beft I had, a Princeflc wrought it me ) 

And I did neuer aske it you againe; 

And with my hand, at midnight held your head; 

And like the watchfull minutes,to the houre. 

Still and anon cheer’d vp the heauy time; 

Saying,what lacke you? and where lies your greefe ? 

Or what good loue may I performe for you l 
Many a poore roans fonne would haue lyen ftill. 

And ncrc haue fpoke a louing word to you; 

But you, at your ficke fcruicc had a Prince: 

Nay, you may thinke my loue was craftie loue. 

And call it cunning. Do, and ifyou will, 












































































